HAGGLING  WITH  LUR  CHIEFS
*To the north, range after range of steep mountains in
section north to south like the teeth of a saw. Through them,
eight or more ranges in all, the Diz has cut its way by a series
of magnificent gorges. Ranking, my colleague at Ahwaz,
holds that the proper route is past Qilab up the Diz gorge,
This seems to he far too expensive to construct, though the
gradients would be low. There would be a vast amount of
tunnelling and heavy bridging. Such a railway could never
earn dividends.'
From March 23rd to Easter Sunday, March 26th, I
remained at Shush, haggling with Lur chiefs while my
Indian surveyors made maps. I received much confusing
advice; some urged me to deal direct with the Dirakwand,
others to approach them through the Sagwand. The best
advice came from an Arab9 Maekenzie-ibn-Mushattal
(named after Mr. Mackenzie of Gray Mackenzie & Co.),
who told me that the ideal intermediary was Mulla Ma
Taki Dirakwandi (= Mirza Muhammad Taqi), an old
man who had real influence with all the tribes and
particularly with his own.
He came to see me on March 27th. He gave his age
as 75, but as he had an accurate recollection of Col.
Rawlinson's journey in 1844 he must have been older.
Indeed he claimed he was already a young man then.
He was thin, white-haired, his face deeply furrowed, but
his teeth and eyesight were perfect and his fund of
stories inexhaustible. He had wanted to see me on
March 24th but
61 refused, saying it was a day of mourning (gatt), being
Good Friday, and I could do no business till after Easier.
On Easter Monday I boldly entered the lion's jaws and
pitched my tent with the Sagwands at Sanja'r. My hosts
were Fazil Khan Ikhani, black-bearded, cross-eyed, morose,
a typical Lur, and Hasan Khan Ilbegi, a younger man and
much more genial outwardly but not more trustworthy;
near by was Sartip Khan, much more of a Persian and a man
of the world than either of them.*
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